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Rufford. Kate, who didn't quite like being called "my
dear," said that it was a very good pony.

"Suppose we change/* said his lordship. "Could you
ride my horse?"

"He's very big," said Kate.

"You'd look like a tomtit on a haySlack," said his lordship*

"If you got on my pony," said Kate, "you'd look like a
hayStack on a tomtit."

It was felt that Kate Makers had had the beSl of that
encounter.1

In personal appearance Trollope was fresh-coloured, upright
and Sturdy. Although not quite six feet in height, his broad
shoulders, fine head and vigorous power of gesture gave an
impression of size beyond his actual inches. Everyone who
met him remarked on the extraordinary brilliance of his black
eyes, which, behind the Strong lenses of his spectacles, shone
(as one memoriSt records) "with a certain genial fury of inspec-
tion." There was little enough that those piercing eyes over-
looked. On entering a roomful of people or on taking his
seat at table, he would throw one quick, searching glance over
the company and then sit awhile, his eyes downcast to carpet
or to tablecloth. He was arranging his first impressions. Later
and at leisure he would amplify with further observation his
memory of such personal traits or mannerisms as had caught
his attention.
His voice was bass and resonant. Lady Ritchie in her journal
for 1865 speaks of his "deep, cheerful, lispy voice." His laugh
was, at its healthiest, a bellow.
For so krge a man he was easy of movement and could sit a
horse, if not with elegance, at least with monumental certainty.
He was a Strong walker, a good eater, a connoisseur of wine
and an insatiable disputant. In everything he did, in his every
taSte and talent, he was full-blooded and thorough, having the
health and Strength sufficient for his moderate but manifold
enjoyments. Extreme short sight was, indeed, his only dis-
1 The American Senator.   Vol. i> p. 116.